"IN GOOD KING CHARLES'S GOLDEN DAYS"

she had her way: we were married; and they call me
queen. But have I ever reigned? Am I not as much an
exile and an outcast as ever you were? I am not
Catherine of England: I am Catherine of Braganfa:
a foreign woman with a funny name that they cannot
pronounce. Yet I have the blood of rulers in my veins
and the brains of rulers in my head.

CHARLES. They are no use here: the English will
not be ruled; and there is nothing they hate like brains.
For brains and religion you must go to Scotland; and
Scotland is the most damnable country on earth:
never shall I forget the life they led me there with
their brains and their religion when they made me
their boy king to spite Old Noll. I sometimes think
religion and brains are the curse of the world. No,
beloved, England for me, with all its absurdities!

CATHERINE. There can be only one true religion;
and England has fifty.

CHARLES. Well, the more the merrier, if only they
could let oneanother live. But they will not do even
that.

CATHERINE. Have you no conscience?

CHARLES. I have; and a very troublesome one too.
I would give a dukedom to any doctor that would cure
me of it. But somehow it is not a conscience of the
standard British pattern.

CATHERINE. That is only your witty nonsense.
Our consciences, which come from God, must be all
the same.

CHARLES. They are not. Do you think God so
stupid that he could invent only one sort of conscience?

CATHERINE \shocked] What a dreadful thing to say!
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